I8?I]	MRS.  IRVINE	109
The afternoon was so beautiful that I walked over to Broad
Meadow to see old David Price again. David Price's young good-
humoured-looking slatternly wife opened the door to me. The old
man was in bed and weaker than when I saw him last. Price said,
'One day a lady was walking on a hill in Flintshire when she met
Prince Caradoc who wanted to be rude with her but she spurned
him. Whereupon he drew his sword and cut off her head. And a
monk coming by at the moment clapped her head on again and she
lived 15 years afterwards'.
Tuesday, 7 February
Finished reading Puck, clever, bitter, extravagant, full of repeti-
tions and absurdities and ludicrous ambitious attempts at fine
writing, weak and bombastic. The great blot is the insane and
vicious hatred of women. Evidently written by a woman.
Monday, St. Valentines Eve
Mrs. Vaughan told me that Mrs. Irvine whom I used to see at
Gilfach-y-rheol and the Harbour is still at the Harbour. She is a
daughter of old Squire Beavan of Glascwm, who is a magistrate and
deputy lieutenant. She married against his will one Lieutenant
Irvine (I believe). When her husband died Mrs. Irvine returned to
her father's house at Glascwm. He refused to take her in, saying that
her husband had left her ^500 a year and that she had made away
with it. She said this was all a wrong tale. Squire Beavan, who has
some ^1500 a year, then put his daughter upon the parish, and for
some time she lived on 2/6 a week like a common pauper. Then the
parish said her father should keep her. But her father wouldn't and
sent her back to the parish. She soon got disgusted with being a
pauper and was half starved. Out of pity the David Vaughans took
her in on the condition that she should teach their children. But
they soon found that she could teach them nothing, for she did not
know anything about anything. Moreover she was of no use in the
house for she would not turn her hand to a thing or make herself of
the slightest use. They soon got very tired of her and she was a great
burden and a heavy expense to them, taking the bread out of their
many children's mouths. She stayed there three years. When they
got her to go she went to the Joneses at the Cloggau where she
stayed a year, and they could not get rid of her till in an unguarded
moment she went one Sunday evening to Colva Church. When she

